Perkin Reveller, On His Way to Meet The Whore

Five miles from The Tabard Inn 

a girl cooks leeches on silver mailboxes,

bikes figure eights in the gravel road,
then leans her bike against the dusty Leech Sale 

sign propped against a rotted tangle of barbed-wire.

The leeches bubble, then harden, 

before she peels them from the metal boxes

and drops them into mason jars.  

She crosses her arms and breathes the hot air.

Nothing moves outside except

a garter snake that stops in the dead grass.

All there’s left alive, she’s nearly cooked.

Perkin with his sleeve rolled to his elbow, 

his hand gone into the fried mess, digs

his stare into her face, in a trance while the afternoon 

crisps.  He grips the jar, pulls out two,

drop her two quarters, tugs on the burnt 

meat between his molars,

licks the char from his fingertips,

and gives the young cook advice:

“Look me up when you’re older.”

